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THE STREET 


Oh, who am T kiddin: 
me a bag or tw 


Sure, Emily. Without you 
buying the damn things; I’d 
ave to give ‘em away. 


You'll always have me as a customer. 
esides, You Know I’m superstitious. 


If I can’t ‘nom’ some corn before 
a show, then I know Till play awful. 


And you're. 
blaming that 
‘on the lack 


‘Yup. I thought T still had 
| some left, but nope. I munched a 
‘burger instead. Not the same. 


Well, don’t let my da’ hear you say that! 
He's had it in for musicians = a// musicians - 
ever since my sister started hanging 
‘out with a folkie. 


‘Scoundrels,’ he says! ‘Farmers 
and folk music, folk music and farmers. 
Bloody stereotype. Like some lil’ devil shoved 
a fiddle up me arse and forced me 
to love tha’ stuff. Bah...’ 


No corn explains last night I had a decent 
turn-out at the pub; but there were a lot of 
lead feeters’ out there. I just couldn’t get 
‘em to move. I tried jigs, reels, even slow 
‘pallady’ songs. Nothin’ worked. 


I keep telling you 
T fiddle! It’s the violin 
players who are the 
crazy ones. 


players 
are grag You know 


Vocal 
Nan 


Hee hee! You come from a looney y 
ol’ family, Claire. ‘Course, it also 
means You fit right in, huh? 


You bet. If I ever 
have kids down the road, 
they're doomed. 


my 
delicious 


have ‘erm 


Frying! 


Good 
luck 
tonight! 


Good-ack! Corn plus fiddle wasn’t 
the best idea T’ve ever had, Zoe. 


I gotta take ) 
Ya break. 
PE A a 


Yeah, no one’s keen on 
buying books. It happens. 


Hey, I know that guy! Funny he’s 
here. He was at my show last night, too. 
Hard to forget a guy like that. 


See that little guy over 
thereP Don’t stare; but T’ve 
been dealing with him for 
the last ten minutes. 


Zoe! You're not supposed to notice Anyway; he was there, but it was 
things like that nowadays. Besides, I was weird; he was the only guy who seemed 
ralking about his beard. You don't see to be into my music. 
facial fur like his too often. Y- He was just sipping his pint bobbing 
his head to the music. He seemed fost in ih 


\__y'know? Pretty neat, but he was alone. 

"Yeah? Well, T’m just ‘bout 
ready to boot your fan ous. 
FSS ss e. 


e 


\ 4 


He's moving 
mY books; 
jabberin: 
all the while 
‘bout how each 
one isn’t 
the right 


colour. 


‘Yes. Yes, sir. Isn't that be*terP 
Everything together and in its proper place. 
“As It should be. A/ways-' 


‘You've been Hey, are You 
still coming to 
H the pub tonight? 


You got him I’m gonna scoot ff 


down pat. home to munch my 
lucky corn now, but 
T'll be there warming 
up before You 
know if. 


Ok Tm outta Vj 
here. Good luck! 


T’m gonna 
go Kick his 
ass! 


--Ok, that's it! \/] 

Tve had enough. 
Y 

Z 


hellP Where is 
Everything?! 


It’s so hard 
to see. What's 
happening? A 
fog? A mirage? 
What? 


Oh, the world is 
right where it s/ 
be, dearie. 


Oh, Yes. ‘He 
doesn’t belong 
there. No he 
doesn't.’ 


Bui iu, mY dear? You don't belong 
pub: playing divine music That 
listening to. No: no, You're 


it 
in that Tittle 
no one is 
for berter things. You belong-- 


Definitel 
where 
| should be. 


Hey, that’s the hat my stupid customer 
was wearing. When I went to confront him, he 
ran off. Guess he scooted outside. 


I guess I was 
daydreaming: 


Wow, You really were gone. C'mon. 
Lets get some coffee into you. 


BUBBLES! 


roe 


Zon 


2 IVE STOLEN THE 
UU WANTEP AND I'M 


NOPE, I THINK I 4 
TRIPPED A SILENT ALARM WHEN 2 
I NABBED THE DRUGS. af 


GETTING OW/7 1S NOT GONNA B 
BE AS EASY AS GETTING IN. I NEED | & 
THAT OTHER EVAC b 


OB, THE 
ALARMS WERE @ 
TRIPPED, THEY'RE & 


b SEALING THE 


BUILDING. 


xe 


Eat: 
TH 
A 


(OP 
RIGHT THERE, SON, 
THIS 1S AS FAR AS 

youGo. _A 


ROUNDS IN 
FOR GOoP 
MEASURE. 


/T TOOK A BEATING. 


BUT IT /S. you 
GOTTA DETACH. YOU 
WERE GETTING UPSET 
WHEN YOU TALKED. 
WITH IT EARLIER. 


I WOULDA 
PREFERRED 
IT - AM - NOT 
TO GET SO 
BUSTED UP, 
BUILDING AN 
ANPRO/P ON 
4 OUR PENSIONS 
WASN'T EASY, 


DON'T CALL HIM /7. 


IT'S HARD. 

BUT GETTING THE 
DRUGS INTO THE HANDS: 
OF THOSE WHO NEED 
‘EM WAS THE R/GHT 
THING TO DO, 


FIND WHAT'S 
LEFT OF HIM 


SOON ENOUGH, 
ND THE 

MISSING MEDS, 
TOO, 


LOOK WHAT A BUNCH 


OF OLD RETIRED NASA FOLK Fueke & Saye We 
ENGINEERS CAN DO - SHOULD HAVE &4/- 


-DON'T YOU 


DARE CALL HIM 
THAT! 


SEND HIM SOMEWHERE 
INTERESTING? 


FERGLUSONF 
OR SALTIMOREF 
LOT 'O WRONGS: 
TO FIX. TO_SUSTICE! 
HERE'S TO 
CRIME! 


yy 


i 
a 
l 
| 
is 
J 


WHEN | FIND YOU 
AGAIN 


I know I 
am, but T 
don’t care. 
I don’t want 
it to end. 


It’s the same dream, but 
different. \t always is. 


I'm dreaming of Beatrix, 
as T always do. 


I’m watching myself as I 
dream. Aware that I’m 
dreaming but /os# in it 
all the same. I don’t want 
to wake up. 


And sometimes iS we've always 


we're older and been, after all this 
still together... 


Sometimes she’s a teen- 
ager and we're falling in 
love for the first time. 


But dreams move. We're now at 
the party where we first met. 


A big celebratory event 
but everyone still had to 
wear their lab coats. 
There was still so much 
work to do. 


We got to know each other pretty 
quickly. And the lab techs were 
right. Work drew us together. 


t's funny how dreams 
keep certain memories 


7 We spent so much 
| time togeth 
= if = 
It’s almost time. Countdown starts soon. 


Let’s see the stars. 


Sheridan, T’d like to introduce you to Beatrix. You'll 
be working pretty closely together from now on. 


if 


Interesting name. 
Meaning ‘to seek’ 
right? 


T like it It fits. We're going 
to make one helluva team. 


C'mon! You can 
run; can't you? Well 
run now! Let’s go! 


But the dream always 
ends the same way. 


We're flying. She loved to dance Olde We're in the solar 
Really flying. and spin. She Mindetastountecn 
always wanted to roars. It feels like 

we'll do this forever. 


fly. Always flying. wnit didn't 
matter. Beatrix 
loved to Aly. 


I think T’d like to 

wake up now. 
Please. I want 
to wake up. 


T’ve got you. Hold on. We're close now. 


Oh, the stories 
they'll tell. 


Just a few minutes 
of terror and it’s over. 


No, please, 
don’t. Don’t 
ever. 


T know, but it’s time. We knew 
this was coming right from the start. It 
was always going to come. 


to the ice and 
the snow. 


And me..T'll carry 


T-I know 
but is too 
late. EDL is 
beginning. 


She was so 
beautiful as 
B she flew away 


The dream 
is already fading. 
But- 


-why do | 
always dream that 
we were AumanP 


Why does her /oss 
still hurt so much after 
So many Years? 


“When I find you again, 
it will be in mountains} 
this morning, I jose you 
once more 70 farewell.” 


| 
Seeing Off A Man Of The Tao, 
Chia Tao (779-843) 
Translated by Mike O’Connor 


Written and illustrated by Von Allan 


these are only 
a glimpse! So much 
more has happened! 
And there’s so 
much more to 
come! 


Exciting, huh?! 
If You've been loving my 


)_/ 
h | adventures in WOLF'S: HEAD, 
be sure to #e// Your friends 
and family! There’s plenty 
more action ahead! 


